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hear some of the things they're saying about that Lexington fight.
They're saying that the rebels who attacked 'em shot at 5em from
behind trees and stone walls instead of coming out in the open and
getting killed like good soldiers would, and got a right to. It appears
to me those officers are arguing that the main duty of a soldier in
action is to get killed, instead of to kill, and that argument kind of
deters me from struggling to become a soldier. This young Lord
Percy, I heard that he says the rebels were pretty smart to keep out
of sight the way they did, but it seems he's the only one who holds
to that theory. He's a real nice feller, young Lord Percy is ; but the
rest of 'em look to me as if they didn't know sour grapes ! They're
old soldiers, too, who've been in the business ever since their fathers
bought *em commissions to keep 'em from getting arrested ; and if
they're that thick-witted about soldiering, how much are all these
new soldiers, that're just beginning to learn soldiering, going to
know ? "
He scratched his head. " Then there's the matter of food to be
considered. If I got into any kind of a regiment, I'd have to eat
whatever food the. rest of the regiment was eating, and that'd probably
be worse for me than getting shot. These commissaries that sell food
to the army have to get the worst meat they can find, and charge the
army high prices for it, or else they wouldn't be getting rich, like a
commissary has to. Bad food makes me low in my mind ; and if I
got indigestion enough, I might get so unhappy I'd shoot somebody,
orders or no orders, and it'd be just as likely as not to be the wrong
person and get me hanged. I'm just weighing the pros and cons,
Oliver. The pros look awful weak."
He rose to his feet and yawned. " Speaking of food, it looks to
me as if your father isn't getting the sort of vittles he ought to have.
Codfish is all right in its way, but we had it sixteen different ways
last week. We had it broiled, baked, stewed, fried, creamed, mashed
with potatoes, and cold. We've had cods' cheeks, tongue-and-sounds,
and fish-head chowder. That's sixteen, ain't it ? Anyhow, we've had
it every way except raw, and used every part of it except the eyes,
liver and scales ; buf the way I felt last night, I was suspicious they'd
been in too, in that codfish hash she gave us. Felt to me like eyes
coming up. It appears to me an invalid like your father ought to
have something more tasty and nourishing than codfish ! Andrew
ought to get your father a nice leg of lamb or a good fat turkey."
As an afterthought he added, " A man was telling me that down
in Virginia they smoke turkeys like ham, and that they're real good
for weak stomachs. I bet if I could have some smoked turkey, I'd
feel like a new man."
" Turkey ! " I exclaimed.   " Leg of lamb !  Do you know what